THE NEW RUSSIAN: LEISURE
redolent with an extraordinary elan. He sees children
marching in thousands, singing the 'Internationale,"
as they reach the coast at Yalta, on a huge bathing
expedition from their camp at Artek. I stood for half
an hour in the Moscow Park of Culture and Rest,
watching twenty or thirty girls, in sports attire,
learning to juggle with little white balls. I watched
hundreds of athletes, in various parts of the Union,
learning to do complex trapeze acts, to hurl the
javelin and the discus. I saw over a hundred people, in
deep silence, playing chess under the trees, on tressle
benches. This was no mass tournament, but merely a
leisure occupation. At Rostov I watched about a
hundred people doing the most complicated folk
dancing to the accompaniment of concertinas. At
Kharkov railway station, in a large waiting-room, I
was astonished to see a large group of people, Red
Army men, porters, engine-oilers, peasants and clerks,
patiently and with deep interest, listening to a lecturer
speaking on elementary physics. It was a hot July
afternoon and all were sweating profusely, yet the dose
interest of this heterogeneous group of proletarians,
utilising a spare two hours* wait for a train in the
practice of what they described as "culture," was quite
manifest. In Moscow a young chemist told me that he
had spent his two months* vacation, in the summer of
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